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exquisite beauty and tranquillity? May I end my days
by a lake, one of earth's little windows, where blue
daylight and cloud and setting suns and stars go
drifting by to the tiny tune of the water. There is no
mention of a lake in Wordsworth's strangely magical
lines:

The silence that is in the starry sky
The sleep that is among the lonely hills,

but I will wager that they were written by some lake-
side, for there is in them the lake spirit, the quiet
enchantment, the heart's ease.

It may, then, have been the inn and the lake that
made me wistful of angling. All yesterday we were
travelling north through Central Wales, a lovely
country, filled with an antique simplicity and kind-
ness, that few people seem to know. I had heard of
this lake and was determined to go there and, if
possible, spend the night by its side. It is the one
virtue of a motor-car that it can gratify such whims.
We rushed north, then, and saw the hills grow in
majesty and the sky darken over our heads. Where
we stopped for tea there was some talk of a landslide,
a road washed away by a recent storm, along the way
we wished to travel, but by this time we were de-
termined to see our lake or perish. (It is this spirit
alone that saves the soul of the motorist, who would
otherwise be a mere beast.) We discovered some
kind of road on the map and were very soon bumping
along it The next two or three hours were Homeric.